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Fulfilling That Which Thou Didst Want 


Author's Notes: 
Continuing to post fic for my favorite fandom in hopes that | will attract some of you to it p This is based 
off of a Headbanger\'s Ball interview of Eerie and Glenn from their European tour in the summer of 1992. The 


title comes from Milton\'s Paradise Lost, as you will soon see. 


August 1792 


Eerie didn't know how much more of this he could take. Not just the ridiculous interviewer who looked like he 
was barely twenty years old-/ mean, has this dude ever even had fo shave?-but the bad German food, the 
smelly Eurotrash teenagers who probably didn't even understand the song lyrics they were screaming out 
from the churning pits at every concert, and the fact that even though it was so hot, none of the 
restaurants in the towns they blasted through had ever seemed to have heard of the concept of fucking ice 
cubes 


It was a dirty black summer-but not the good kind. 


"Now, here we are in Germany, of course and | know you both you guys are of German descent, right? Right?" 


What a ridiculous question-exactly which kids watching Headbanger's Ball would really care about the ancestry 
of their musical idols? God damn this is getting old, and fast. 


"Yeah, on my dad's side, yeah, they're German," Eerie said, hoping that if he just played along the interview 
would magically end sooner. They were standing outside an enormous fucking Disney-princess castle. A real 
castle, This was just pretty damn cool, and Eerie couldn't wait to get inside and take pictures. The shadows and 
contrast and, well, the whole place was bound to be perfect for his camera But it didn't really matter what he 


said; the interviewer wasn't really after his answers. Who was? It was hm they wanted to know about. 


Could Glenn have possibly looked any more disinterested? "I'm German, Italian, and Scottish," he said, flipping his 
hair off his face and turning his back to the interviewer and to Eerie the way it had been for most of this 
afternoon. It was like he was getting paid to star in an infomercial for Condescending Boredom. Can be yours for 


only $1994 Call now for a FREE bonus tall skinny willing minion dressed in all black! Fuck 


"All right!" the director from MTV hollered. "We gotta get this equipment inside the castle for the next 
segment. Let's take a break" He pointed toward a cooler that some of the crew had been lugging around with 


them all day. "You guys want a beer?" 


"IIl take one!" their interviewer squeaked. Yeah, this pretty much cemented Eerie's thought that this kid was 
not even old enough to drink legally in the US. 


"You guys want one? Eerie? Glenn?" 


Eerie took the beer, some weird German thing with a fancy bottle and incomprehensible label. Hey, at least 
they were in a country known for its beer, and it would keep him a little cooler, a little less on-edge. And at 


least they were offering him one. Wow, its almost like they think Im his equal or something! 


"Glenn? Wanna have some beer?" Great, the interviewer had three beers in his hand. He'd probably be puking 


by the end of the day. 


"Where'd he go?" 


In the confusion that stemmed from getting the crew and equipment into the building, Eerie easily slipped inside 
the castle alone and unnoticed. Other than his pale skin (which probably came from his extremely important 
German ancestors) he was in all black, including his long head of black hair, black mustache, and black boots 
that looked like a Hell's Angel and a cowboy had made a badass shoe baby. Between that and his long, thin legs, 


he blended in as he slipped from shadow to shadow easily, like he belonged unseen 


His boots banged on the old stone floor of the entrance hall. Man, he loved those boots. They made him even 
taller than Glenn but that didn't really matter; Glenn had over the years engineered it all so that height wasn't 


an issue. Eerie knew that deep down it was an issue, it was an issue hardcore, but out of the loyalty he'd been 
feeling for over ten years now, he never said anything. He knew he'd never give an angry, secret-revealing 
interview no matter what happened. He couldn't. He no longer wore the collar that was so often around his neck 
during Samhain photoshoots, but he still felt as though it were there, sometimes, all that smooth leather 
coolly brushing his skin 


A real collar was better than an invisible collar for one big reason: You could reach behind you, undo the 


buckle, and take it off. 


The people from MTV were such enormous asswipes. If they had even bothered to get to know the guy they 
interviewed and idolized, they'd know exactly where to find him. Having very carefully studied a map of 
Neuschwanstein already, yesterday, Eerie knew the way. 


The chapel was lit in a strange orange-cream haze toward the front of it, but the back was dim and gloomy, 
smelling like the exhausting process of the passing of the years. In the very last row of pews, almost obscured 
by the darkness, a figure slumped. If not for the filtered stained-glass light reflecting off the zippers and 


snaps on his leather jacket, even Eerie might not have noticed him. 


"The fuck are you doing sitting in the dark?" Eerie whispered. He was startled by how his quiet words echoed 
through the room, the sound augmenting and augmenting as it crept up toward the vaulted ceiling like it was 


getting whisked straight to the ears of God himself. Well, / hope he doesnt mind a ‘fuck’ or two. 


"| guess that was a pretty dumb question, knowing you," he continued. He walked over to the pew. The darkness 
thickened as he walked behind some columns, moving out of the stained glass windows’ reach. 


Glenn sat with his arms leaning on the back of the pew in front of him, his head looking up at something that 
may or may not have actually been there. Eerie didn't need light to know what look was on Glenn's face; Eerie 
always knew. It would be a look of pensive fascination. Eerie let the imagined look run through his mind. It was 


always fascinating to watch Glenn being fascinated. 
Damn, dd | really just think that? 
"This being a chapel and all, | thought this would be a good time to think about God" 


"Oh yeah?" Eerie slid into the pew next to him and instantly felt that hot sticky feeling he got in his stomach 
and lungs when his heart started beating too fast. Fuck if this wasn't just like being fifteen years old and 
sitting next to a girl in a dark movie theater. "I can run back to the hotel and get you a bible to thump if you 


want." 
"Eerie, shut up." Glenn shifted. "| know you think about shit like this too." 


Whatever Glenn was referring to didn't matter at the moment. Eerie thought this was one of the nicest things 


he'd ever said to him. 


"Shit like?" 


Eerie felt Glenn's leg against his, denim pressed against denim. Glenn's body heat had never stopped comforting 


Eerie. Sometimes, shamefully, he felt cold without it. 
"What Milton writes about in Paradise Lost" 
This shit again? 


"You're right, | do think about Paradise Lost quite a bit," Eerie sighed "Because you've never stopped fucking 
talking about it" 


Glenn's breath was suddenly hot on his face, smelling a little like the ludicrous amount of sausages he'd inhaled 
for breakfast. Sharp teeth scraped against his ear. Eerie's blood turned to ice, flaming ice. Only Glenn could set 


ice on fire. 
A whisper. 


"Not by destroying Satan, but his works/In thee and in thy seed; nor can this be,/But by fulfilling that which 
thou didst want,/Obedience to the law of God" 


Eerie's stomach muscles tensed completely involuntarily. 
"The fuck does that mean?" 
"There's only one way to get rid of Satan, Eerie." 


Those familiar, long, rough fingers wrapping around his throat. Always. Those fingers knew his throat like his 
fingers knew the bass part to Twist of Cain 


"And..what's that?" Eerie rasped. It was so hard to talk. He imagined the weight of the world and the history in 


the old chapel stones and everything that had ever happened ever curling around his neck 


"Total obedience to God" 


"Fuck, that beer went right through me," Eerie said to the interviewer, who unsurprisingly seemed to be 
having a tough time staying on his feet. "Mind if | take a piss before we start?" 


"Go right ahead," the interviewer giggled. He was blinking his eyes intently at Glenn, who rolled his eyes at Eerie 
and then leaned against the wall behind him, staring up at some gargoyles. Eerie watched his fascination. It was 


always fascinating to watch Glenn being fascinated. 


Eerie found the bathroom, which smelled faintly of dirt and strongly of cigarette butts. He walked over to the 


mirror, inspecting himself under the dim blue glow of the overhead light. 
Slight bruises ringed his neck, marking the spots upon which Glenn's fingers had preyed. There was always 
something there, slightly cutting off his breath. A real collar, an invisible collar, a hand-what difference did it 


make, anymore? 


Briefly, Eerie wondered if he needed to come up with a cover story for the bruises, but realized it didn't much 


matter. It was unlikely anyone would notice. Who noticed Eerie Von, really? 


Glenn did, but Eerie found himself wondering if that was more terrifying than being completely ignored. 


